
DARK ANGEL 



By John Martin 




THE LITTLE Italian woman who was 
Papa Perelli's latest attraction I to the 
tourist trade picked up Bram Dayton's hand 
and glanced at it. Dayton grinned and looked 
at his boss. Mark Cardiff shrugged. 

"You will live a long time," the woman said. 
She was dressed as a fortuneteller, in bright 
gypsy costume. Around them the din in the 
small Bohemian restaurant seemed gloomy. 
Publisher Mark Cardiff shuddered. 

"They always say that," Dayton said. He 
was Cardiff's head editor. He glanced at the 
woman cynically. "The longer they say you 
will live, the more money they think you wHI 
give as a tip." 

The woman shook her head gravely. "I take 
no tips," she said. Then her eyes went slowly 
to Mark Cardiff. She picxed up his hand after 
laying down Dayton's and glanced at it for 
a moment. Cardiff- waited. Suddenly she 
dropped the hand as though it had been a 
snake's head. 

"You see nothing?" he asked, surprised. He 
tossed a dollar bill on the table. 

The woman ignored it. "I see death!" she 
said. 

The color drained slowly out of the pub- 
lisher's face. "What kind of joke is this?" he 
demanded, half-rising. 

"Sit down, Mark. Don't make a fool of 
yourself," Dayton said, placatingly. He turned 
to the woman. "Take the money. Go." 

She shook her head. "You have already paid 
me for both. I take only what I earn," she 
said. She took a long, penetrating look at Mark 
Cardiff. "I can see the future. I tell the truth." 
Then she walked away. A moment later she 
had engaged the attention of another diner 
at another table. 

Dayton glanced casually at his chief. "Don't 
take it seriously," he said. 

"I — I'm not," Cardiff stammered. He looked 
up as Papa Perelli arrived with the lunch, an 
immense repast, topped off with a large bottle 
of wine. 

"1 thought your doctor told you to keep 
off heavy food and stay away from alcohol," 
Dayton said, frowning. 



"I'm celebrating," Cardiff said, smiling 
broadly now. 

"Another woman?" Dayton's glance was 
narrow. "A poet?" He paused. "They're always 
poets," 

"Lady poets are usually pretty," Cardiff 
said, pitching into the heavy meal. "They are 
usually so anxious to appear in print that 
they'll believe a publisher who says their stuff 
is great." He winked at hts chief editor. "I 
haven't published any yet." 

"Broken hearts," Dayton said. He sighed 
"One of these days a lady poet will stick a 
knife in you!" 

"They haven't yet," Cardiff said. His smile 
was thin. "I like women. If a lot of them 
choose to believe promises I make . . .'" He 
shrugged. "I believe most rrfen make many 
promises to women they don't intend keeping." 

Dayton ate in silence. Then he looked up. 
"What about Flora?" he asked. "You were 
going to publish her book this month. It's on 
our Fall list." 

"I saw her last night," Cardiff said. "It was 
a touching farewell. You know how I dislike 
tears in a woman. Naturally I'm withdrawing 
the book from the list," 

Dayton sighed. "And the new one? Another 
genius about to be discovered by the great 
Cardiff — and abruptly undiscovered?" 

"Very pretty," the publisher said, pouring 
himself a large drink qI wine. "Wait till you 
see her. I met her at a literary tea last week. 
She's the main reason Flora has — ah — fallen 
from grace." 

Dayton laid down his fork and stared at 
his employer. "You know, Mark," he said, "in 
some ways I envy you. In some ways I wish 
I had the nerve to do the things you do." f: 

"Why don't you?" Cardiff asked. 

"Because I'd be afraid to," Dayton said 
quietly. He glanced skyward and winked. 
"There may, after all, be such a thing as 
retribution 1" 

"Maybe," Cardiff said cynically, "in books 
of poetry." 
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Dark Angel 

(Continued from inside front cover) 
Papa Perelli came up again, obsequiously. 
"A phone call, Signor Cardiff," he said. "From 
your office — from your secretary." 

Cardiff dismissed him impatiently. "Tell her 
I'm busy eating." He turned to Dayton. "See 
what she wants after you get back to the 
office." He looked at his watch. "I'm taking the 
Ptening off. Got a little poetry to go over with 
an aspiring young poet." His laugh was almost 

When they finished eating, Cardiff ordered 
another bottle. Then Dayton returned to the 
office. 

But the publisher found himself unable to 
carry out his original intention of returning 
to his apartment and taking a nap in prepara- 
tion for the coming evening. The sky, a sickly, 
leaden gray, poured rain in an unceasing flood. 
A vague disquiet filled Cardiff. He plodded 
along the streaming streets, thinking. The 
words of the fortuneteller burned into his 
brain, but he could find no remorse, only fear. 
He was afraid of nothing, he knew, save death. 
He had kept the fear of death at bay for 
years with what the grimmer poets called 

^wine, women and song." His sense of disquiet 
grew; now he felt almost physically sick. 
Abruptly he decided to call his new conquest 
to confirm their dinner appointment. He en- 
tered a public phone booth, deposited a coin. 
At the other end a voice said hello. 

"Hello, angel," he said warmly, using his 
usual salutation to women. "It's Mark." 

The voice on the other end was cold. He 
listened with growing dismay. "W- What . . . ?" 
he stammered. "You won't see me tonight?" 
There was a shocked pause. "You — you saw 

• Flora? What did she tell you?" There was 
another pause. From pale white his pasty face 
went gray. Apparently, he realized, Flora had 
told everything. "But, angel, listen," he in- 
terrupted hastily. 

On the other end of the wire a click told 
him the girl had hung up. He staggered out 
into the street. Around him the night closed 
cold, dark, damp and unfriendly. He realized 

I he was in an unfrequented part of town, in an 

■ ancient section of narrow, old winding lanes. 
He felt alone, utterly alone. He knew what he 
needed was lights, a drink, the comforting, as- 
surance of a woman's regard. He cursed Flora. 



Probably she and the other had belonged to 
the same poetry circle. That was how they had 
met, 

A sickly smile appeared on his face. In the 
future he would be more careful. Women com- 
paring notes on publisher Mark Cardiff were 
the only dangers he had to face. 

Then, as he turned a corner he saw the 
woman. From the side he could tell she was 
beautiful. His heart pounded; she had seemed 
to give him an inviting glance. She was clad 
in a modish, clinging cape, walking ahead of 
him now, down the deserted street. Cardiff 
hurried ahead anxiously. This was a chance 
too good to miss. 

"Good evening — angel," he began huskily, 
intimately. 

The woman stopped, turned. He saw she was 
even more beautiful than he had thought. On 
her face was a look of surprise. 

"You knew me?" she asked. "Men do not 
always." A gentle smile glowed on her face. 
"It is not I who pursue them. It is they who 
pursue me. But, then, perhaps your secretary 
told you after all?" 

"Told me?" he echoed. "No, I did not speak 
to her. But — but you — you knew she had called 
me. How . . . ?" 

The woman regarded him, with pity. "She 
called to tell you about your doctor's report. 
Your way of living had seriously damaged 
your body. He was afraid a heavy meal, more 
over-indulgence would be fatal." Abruptly her 
face changed. "But you did know me, Mark 
Cardiff!" * 

He felt himself strangling. His breath 
seemed cut off. 

"What — what do you mean?" he managed 
to gasp, tottering. 

vou called me 'angel,' " she said. 
wW "Perhaps you should not have fol- 
lowed me. Perhaps I might not have found 
you so soon." Then he saw the evanescent glow 
of her wings beneath the cloak. They spread 
wide, beating as she came near, her arms out- 
stretched for him. "You are dying, Mark Car- 
diff 1 And I am — The Angel of Death!" 
THE END 



